ACT   IV

SCENE   I
AURENG-ZEBE alone.

jISTRUST, and darkness of a future state,
Make poor mankind so fearful of their fate.
Death, in itself, is nothing; but we fear,
To be we know not what, we  know not
where.                                    [Soft music.

This is the ceremony of my fate:
A parting treat; and I'm to die in state.
They lodge me, as I were the Persian king:
And with luxuriant pomp my death they bring.

To him NOURMAHAL.

Nour. I thought, before you drew your latest breath,
To smooth your passage, and to soften death ;
For I would have you, when you upward move,
Speak kindly of me, to our friends above:
Nor name me there the occasion of your fate \
Or what my interest does, impute to hate.

Aur. I ask not for what end your pomp's designed ;
Whether to insult, or to compose my mind :
I marked it not.

But, knowing death would soon the assault begin.
Stood firm collected in my strength within :
To guard that breach did all my forces guide,
And left unmanned the quiet sense's side.

Nour. Because Morat from me his being took,
All I can say will much suspected look :
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